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THE RIGHT SORT OF A GIRL,

Just fair enough to be pretiy,
Just gentleenough to be sweet;

Just ssucy enough to be witty,
Just dainty enough to be neat.

Just tall enongh to be graceful,
Just slizht enough for a fay;

Just dressy enough to be tasteful
Just merry enough to be gay.

Just tears enongh to be tender,
Just sizhs enough to be sad,
Just galt enough to remember
Your heart tho' the cadence may glad.

Just meek enough for submission,
Just Lold enough to be brave;

Just prids enough for ambition,
Just thoughtiul enough to be grave.

A tongue that can talk without harming,
Just mischiol enough to tease;

Manners pleasant enough to be charming
That put you at once at your easn,

Generous enough and kind-hearted,
Pure as the angels above;

Oh, from her may [ never be parted,
For suah is the maiden I love.

BOTH IN ERROR.

“Your fare, please?”’

The daintily-attired lady addressed
glanced up in surprise to the familiar
face, whose brown eyes had a mirthiul
gleam as they met her own.

¢Mr. Carrolll™

“Conductor of Number Four, and
very much at yourservice,Miss Hamil-
ton,"” =aid the young man, dofling his
cap with a bow that would havegraced
& drawing-room.

“You are surely jesting?"

There was somethinz in this that
roused the warm and hasty temper of
our hero.

“It isn’t likely to be much of a jest
to me. What a pity it isthat Ishould
be reduced by the misfortune of a
friend to sucha necessity as this!"

“Thnt depends on how you look at
it,” said the lady icily, “you know my
father’s position—"

“Certamnly,” interrupted the young
mam; “and now that you know mine,
our little romanece, which was very
pleasant while it lasted, will have to
end. I suppose?”’

“Very well; let it be so.”

The car, which had only a few in it
when this conversation commenced,
was now nearly full, and Arthur Car-
roll turned away to attend to the
duties of his office.

But as he passed around to collect
his farve, his eyes rested more than
once on the partly averted face, which
looked strangely palein the dim twi-
Tight. A feeling of yearning tenderness
swept over him, and passing by the
place she sat, he said hurriedly:

“Jda—Miss Hamilton, I fear I have
spoken too harshly; if you will suffer
me to explain—"

“There is nothing to explain,” said
Ida, rising to her feet. *“I think I un-
derstand you fully. Please stop the

-ear; I get out here.”

Arthur mechanically gavethe signal.
The silken robe swept past him with a
Inint rustle, leaving upon the air the
periume of the rose upon her breast.

With a dazed, bewildered feeling, the

oungman watched the erect and grace-
tul ficure,which never vouchsafed hima
glanice, until it disagpeared.

“Can it be possible for me to be so
deceivedinher?' hethought. “Iwould
have staked my life on Ida’s love for
me, and that it wasfor mealone. But
what am I to. think now? Before the
dawning of another day I will know.”

As Arthur stood upon the steps of
Mr. Hamilton'sstately mansion hesaw
that there was no light from any
part of it except the library.

“] fear Ida is not at home,” he
thought.

But she was, sothe servant said who
answered the bell. He gave the man
his name and errand, who returned
almost immediately, saying:

“Miss Hamilton is busy and begs to
be excused."”

“It is better so,” muttered theyoung
man, us he descended into the séreet,

“he searcely knew how. ““Had I seen
/her I might have been fool enough to
‘let her know how baseless her appre-
hensions were.”

Passing swiftly along Arthur turned
into a by-street, where the houses were
few and scattered, and, pausing in
front of a wooden building, he went

in.

Ascending the stairs, he found him-
self in a plain neatly furnished room,
where a young man sat, about lusown
age, his arm in a sling and a plaster
-on one of his temples.

“How do you find yourself to-night,
«old fellow?”

“‘So nearly recovered that Ishall re-
sume my duties fo-morrow."” respond-
«d John Ainslie with a smile; “which,
X ¢hink, you will be glad tolearn.”

“Well, I don’t know. I'm glad to
bave you up again, but I've enjoyed
the excitement and novelty on the
whole, esgx:inlly the asbonishment
among such of my acquaintances as I
chanced to meet. It has certainly
given me a revelation in onedirection,
which, however unexpected and pain-
‘ful, will prevent my making a lifelong
mistake. I don’t want you to do so
-until you are strongenough, butifyou

ink you are able to go back, I be-
dieve I will leavetown for afew weeks.”

Arthur put his resolution into effect
early the following morning, telling no
one of his design or destination. In
Sact, he searcely knew or cared whither
he went, his sole motive in going at all
being to escape from the wounded and
bitter feeling al his heart, and which
at times seemed more than he could

He had been goneabout two months
when he reccived a letter from John
Ainslie, on the envelope of which were
various postmarks, obtained infollow-
ing his erratic movements.

t was asfollows:

“¥Frienp Arreue—I have been thinking a
=ood deal lately about what you told me
ia regard to Miss Hamilton and wondering
if you knew ol her Iather's failure, and
-which oceurred, as I have lénrned since, the
«day I was hurt and you ro kindly took my
place. Itseems that Mr. Hamilton lost

tion. His daughter Ida, I'm told supports’
them both by , her lather being a
a good deal broken in body and mind since
misfortune. BShe teaches in a school a few
miles out, but was in town terday, and
getting on my ear in lea the boatI
chanced to sce her, She was dressefl very

have known her but for her beauntilul hair
and eyes. It seems to be the general im-
pression that you broke your engagement
on account of her father's loss of fortune,
and knowing how farfrom the truth that is;
and believing that you were entirely igno-
rant of the fact at the time you leit town, I
thought I would write and tell you ol it.
Your friend truly,
Jons AiNsLie.”

Arthur was not long in reaching
town after reading this. He went di-
rectly to his rooms, finding on his desk
a small package and a letter.

“The letter came the day you left,”
said the landlady, “and the packagen
few days after; but as you left no di-
rections abont sending anything
ke.—Ft them for you.”

he package contained some letters
and a ring, whose costly diamond
sparkled like a dew-drop as it fell up-
on the desk.

How well he remembered placing it
upon the small white hand, and all the
glowing hope that made his heart beat
so high!

By the date of the letter Arthursaw
that it was written tl.e morning after
his attempt to see the writer. It ran
as follows:

“Mu. Carrorn.—Owing toanunfortunate
blunder, the servant did not give me the
right name when you called last evening.

“I have heen thinking that perhaps I was
too hasty in the conclusions I drew from
what you said at the last interview, and
which occurred at a time when I was feel
ing wounnded and humilinted by my altered
cireumstances, and so more prone to take
offence.

“I infer that you have also met with r-
verses, but il you think any change in your
outward surroundings could make any
change in me you do me a'great wrong.

*If there is anything to explain I shall be
glad to see or hear from yon. Failing to
do so, I will return the letters and the ring
you gave me, glad to know, ere it was too
late, how worthless was the love you pro-
fessed to fecl for

Ina Hamivurox."
The writer of the above letter sat

which she had been confined many
weary months, with but brief seasons
for rest and relaxation.

There had been a dull, throbbing
pain in her temples all day, making
theshuflleoflittle feet on the barefloor
the murmu? of childish voices almost
unendurable,

But they had vanished now, and she
sat alone in the gathering twilight,
alone with her troubled thoughts and
mournful recollections. Never had
life seemed so wearisome to her, 80 voidl
of all joy and brightness.

The hardest thing to bear was the
consciousness that, in spite of his un-
worthiness, her thoughts would turn
with regretful tenderness to him who

heart and life to be easily dislodged.

“I would never have forsaken him
thus,” she murmured through herfast-
falling tears.

“When misfortune came, I would
have clungall themoreclosely tohim.”

Hearing a step upon the threshold,
Ida raised her head and the object of
her thoughts stpod before her.

“Nay, do not turn away from me,”
he eried, as the bewildered girl shrank
from that eagerly extended hand. *“I
have only just received the letter you
wrote to me so many weeksago. Nor
did I know until recently of your
father's failure and the consequent
charge in your circumstances."

“It was all oceasioned by my own
stupid blunder,” said Arthur,afterthe
mutual explanations that followed,
after the two were vitting together in
loving and happy converse.

“0Oh, no,” smiled Ida: *“Icannotlet
vou take the blame. We werebothin
error.” -

LONGFELLOW’S SONGS.

The Inspiring Source of Some of the Poet's
Best-Known Verses.

I was onceinvited by Mr. Longfellow,
says Hezekiah Butterworth in Good
Cheer, to spend anevening at hishome
tn Cambridge. He wished to interest
me in the writings of a young author
to whom he thought I might prove
helpful. My influence could be but
small in the matter, but I was glad to
have him eonsider it worth offering me
an interview, and during the evening I
asked him about the origin of some
of his poems that had been set to

musie.
: His reply was substantially as fol-
OWs;

“My ‘Psalm of life’ was written at
Cambridge one summer morning in
1838. I regarded it as an expression
of personal feeling, and did not publish
it for a long time.

“] was once riding in London,” he
said, “when a laborer approached the
carriage and asked me if I were the
author of the ‘Psalm of Life.
plied that I was. He asked me if I
wouldshakehandswithhim. No com-
pliment ever pleased me more than the
grasp of that man’s hand.”

The “Footsteps of 15"’ has refer-
ence to u domesticaffliction. Mr. Long-
fellow’s first wife, a lag{ of great lovlii-
ness of character, died at Rotterdam

in 1835.
—The being beanteous
That unto my youth was given,
Morethan all tijun elae tolove me,
And is now a saint in heaven.
“Excelsior’”’ was written on a late

autumn evening in 1841, The Eoet
om

had just been reading a letter
Cha.rhes gumner.

*The Bridge' was writtenat a period
of dejectiorﬁg?md has reference mha
old bridge over the Charles river that
connected Boston and Cambridge. The
old Brighton furnace is gone, and a
new bridge has taken the place of the
old, but the clocks strike ‘‘the hour”
as then; and the water scenery is now
much the same as it was then.

Day and night the incessant
cession of travelersgoes over the bridge,
their faces now bright with the sun-
rise, now vanishing into the midnight
darkness. It is delightful to linger
there on summer evenings and recall
the poet’s experience and his immortal

everything; even his house was attached
and all hia heantiful furnitora enld by ana.

BONG.

plainly, and so altered that I should not |

alone in the rustic school house to |

had obtained too strong ahold onher | ©
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ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO,|Louisvilis:.

'm FPeople of the United States st the
Close of the Revolutionary War—Striking
Coatrasts With the Present.

The second volume of John Bach
McMaster's *“‘History of the people of
the United States from the Revolu-
tion to the Civil War,” is even more
. interesting than the first volume. No

such vivid presentation of the life of
| our ancestors at the beginning of this
| 2entury has ever before been made or

2ven attempted.

| Heis never weary of contrasting the
past and the present of American life,
and many are the strikingcomparisons

 which . - is enabled to makein the pro-

| gvess of his work. Here is anexample
| which is particularly interesting: “On

I the resignation of Samuel Osgood in

{1791 the office of postmaster-general
was bestowed on Timothy Pickering.
| So insignificant was the place and so
{light the duties that oflicer was to
| perform that Washington did not
| think him worthy of a cabinet seat.
{ Yet there is now no other department
| of government in which the people take
50 lively an interest asin that over
[ which the postiaster-general presides.
' The number of men that care whether
‘the Indians get their blankets and
their rations on the frontier, whether
one company or two are stationed at
( Fort Dodge, whether there is o fleet of
!mnboats in the Mediterranean sea
is extremely small. But thesun never
sets without millions upon millions of
| our citizens intrusting to the mauils let-
| ters and postal-cards. money-orders
and packages, in the safe and speedy
delivery of which they are deeply con-
'verned. The growth of the postoilice
in the last ninety yearsis indeed nimnaz-
ing. In 1792 there were 264 post-
offices in the country, now there are
49,000. The yearly revenue which
[ they yielded then was $25,000; nowit
is far above $45,000,000. More time
| was then consumed in carrying letters
ninety miles than now suflices tocarry
them 1,000. The postage required {o
| send a letter from New York to Sa-

| vannah was precisely eighteen times as
| much as will now send one far beyond
{the Rocky mountains, into regions of
[ which our ancestors had never heard."”
is passage is a very good example
|of Mr. McMaster’s style. It will be
, seen at a glance that all the informa-
tion might have been given with one-
half the number of words. Wecan al-
| s0 see hdw the contrast has been
heizhtened by rhetorical devices, but
the passage attracts our attention, it
interests us, we read it, and we proba-
bly remember it, when if put in amore
'condensed and statistical form it
| would leave no impression.

Mr. McMaster has a good deal to
sn?r at different times about the diffi-
culties of travel and communicationin
| the early yearsof therepublic. This
made negotiations with foreigngovern-
mentas  peculiarly difficult. At the
| time the British treaty of 1794 was
| under discussion Monroe was minister
|at Paris. The proposed treaty was
| naturally most distasteful to the
{ French government and Monroe was
mformed that “themoment thetreaty
was approved, that moment the di-
rectory consigered the alliance with
| America at an end. The next day he

dispatched the news to the secretary

of state. The letter was stiil upon
| the sea when Washington proclaimed
| the treaty thesupremelaw of theland,
| and sent a copy to the house.” Trav-
el at home was done by the stage-
coach. This “was little better than a
: huge covered box mounted on springs.
| It had neither glasswindowsnordoors
nor steps nor closed sides. The roof
was upheld by eight posts which rose
from the body of the vehicle, and the
body was commonly breast-high.” In
| this uncomfortable conveyence a man

might travel some four or five miles
I an hour. With the exception of some
| parts of New England, the wayside

accommodation which the trav-
leler found was miserably bad,
Strangers were put together in the

same Troom an the same bed.
The bed clothes were changed not for
 new arrivals but at stated times. All
" sorts of extortions were practiced up-
~on travelers. The genealogist who
studies the history of American fami-
| lies has frequent occasion to note the
| compactness of those families up to
, about fiity years ago. For many gen-
erations the members of afamily, with
| very few exceptions, will be found to
 have lived and died in about the same
| place, spreading somewhat in theman-
ner of a thrifty plant which slowly in-
creases its area rather than thatof an
animal which roamed freely about.
| Many of these families which are the
most widely scattered lived, previous
to the introduection of therailroad, to-
gether in the same portion of the same
state. We have given us many facts
| of interest concerning theearly history
' of the steamboat. Fulton’s Hudson
river success was by no means thefirst
occasion upon which American waters
were navigated b}r steam-propelled
vessels. The idea had been working in
the minds of a few men for a number
of years. As early as 1787 a rudeplan
of a steamboat had been presented to
the constitutional convention. In
1789 a boat was constructed which
traveled a mile in seven minutes and
a ha.lfi.) A few months {ﬂtfm o st.:fmm-
| boat began to run regularly as a ferry
 in Philadelphia. o )
Agriculture, at the beginning of the
| century, was a simple matter. *“Agri-
culture as we now knowit canscarcely
be 8aid to have existed. The plow was
little used. The hoe was the imple-
ment of husbandry. Made at the
lantation smithy, the blade was ill-
ormed and clumsy; the handle was a
sapling with the bark left on.” In Vir-
inia horses were driven over thegrain
in the open field to thresh it, and it
wag ground with a rude pestle and
. mortar. ‘“For a hundred years the
| farms, of precisely the same size, had
| been kept in the same families and
| cultivated with the same kind of im-
plements in the sameway. Yearafter
Yyear the same crops were raised in the
| Bame succession. n a pateh of
land became exhausted it wassuffered
to lie fallow.”
On the subject of amusements Mr.
f McMaster has much matter of in-
terest. Here is a picture of gay life at

“The favorite stime
was billi , and every morning num-
bers of young women, escorted by the

oung men, gathered about the one

illiard ta' le in the town. 'If a stran-
ger of note put up at the only tavern,
and gave out that he was come %o
stay some time, he was sure to be
called on, asthe phrase was, fo sign
for n ball. When the night came the
garrison at Fort Jefferson would fur-
nish the musie, and the managers
would choose the dances. The first
was generally a minuet, and, till his
nnmber was called, no man knew
with whom he was to dance. This
over, each was atliberty to choose h'lf!
own partner for the first ‘volunteer.’’
With New York peoplethebattery was
a favorite place of resort for amuse-
ment. There were other places of pop-
ular outdoor resort in hot weather
without the city. New York seems to
have been as uncomfortable in the
summer time as it isnow. In Phila-
delphia the assembly and the theater
provided for amusement lovers. “The
assembly-room was at Oeller’s tavern
and made one of the sights
of the town. The Ilength was
sixty feet. The walls were papered in
the French frshion and adorned with
Pantheon figures, festoons and pilas-
ters, and groups of antique drawings.
Across one end was a fine music gal-
lery. The rules of the assembly were
framed and hung upon the wall. The
managers had entire control. With-
out their leave no lady could quit her
place in the dance nor dance out of
Ler set, nor could she complain if they
placed strangers or brides at the head
of the dance. The ladies were to rank
in sets and draw for places as they en-
tered the room. Those who led might
call the dances alternately. When
each set had danced a country dance
a cotillion mizght be had if eight ladies
wished it. Gentlemen could not come
into the room in boots, colored stock-
ings, or undress.”

One of Mr. McMaster's long chap-
ters is devoted exclusively to the sup-
jeet of the ordinary life of town and
country, andis a rich storehouse ofin-
formation concerning this very essen-
twal part of history. The matter of
dress is treated in lughly interesting
fachion. “Dress became every season
more and more hideous, more and
more uncomfortable, more and more
devoid of good sense and good taste.
Use and beanty ceasedto becombined.
The pantaloons of a beau went up to
his arm-pits; tc get into them was a
morning's work, and when in to sit
down wasimpossible. Hishat wastoo
small te contain his handkerchief, and
was not expected to stay on his head.
His hair was brushed from the erown
of his head toward his forehead, and
looked, as a satirist of that day truly
said, as if he had been fighting an old-
fashioned hurricane backward. About
his neck was a spotted linen necker-
chief; the skirts of his green coat were
cut away to a mathematical point be-
hind; his favorite drink was brandy,
and his favorite talk of the last
French play. * #* * Even these ab-
surdities were not enough, and when
1880 bezan fashion was more extrava-
gant still. Then a Lean was defined as
anything put intoa pawrof pantaloons
with a binding sewed around the
top and called o vest. The skirts of
the coat should be pared away to the
width of a hat-band, and if he was
doomed to pass his time in the house
he would require a heavy pair of round-
toed jack-boots, with a tassel before
and behind. * * ¥ Women were
thought worse than the men. To de-
terminethestyleof theirdress, fashion,
decency, and health, the statement
was, ran a race. Decency lost her
spirits, health was bribed by a quack
doctor, so inshionwon.” Thetheaters
sought to provide for all tastes, We
read of an occasion when the perform-
ance consisted of the “Beaux Strat-
agem,” the “Federal BDow-Wow.” a
comic operacalled thePoor Soldier,”
a hornpipe, slack-rope tumbling, and
the pantomime of the “Death of Capt.
Cook,” all in one evening. “In the
theaters at thenorthit offen happened
that the moment a well-dressed man
entered the pit he at once became a
mark for the wit and insolence of the
men in the gallery. They would bezin
by calling on him to doff his hat in

mark of inferiority, for the cus-
tom of wearing hats in the
theater was universal. If he

obeyed he was loudly hissed and
troubled nomore. If herefused abuse,
oaths, and indecent remarks were
poured out u}mu him. He was spit
at, pelted with pears, apples, sticks,
stones, empty bottles till he left the
hounse. Asthe blades in the gallery
were poor marksmen the neighbors of
the man aimed at were the chief suf-
ferers. On one occasion the orchestra
was put to flisht and some instra-
ments broken.” In New England the
Buritan gabbath still had a strong-

old, although it was rapidly under-
going modification. ‘“Pious men com-
gluined that the war had been a great

emoralizer. Instead of awakening
the community to a lively sense of the
goodness of God the license of war
made men weary of religiousrestraint.
The treaty of peace had not been
signed, the enemy was still in theland,
when delegates to the general court of
Massachusetts boldly said the sab-
bath was toolong, Country members
demanded a sabbath of thirty-six
hours; town members would give but
eighteen, and had their way. The ef-
fect was soon apparent. Levity, pro-
faneness, idle amusements, and sab-
bath-breaking increased in the
towns with fearful rapidity. What,
the sober-minded cried out, is to
become of this nation? Be-
fore the war nobody swore, nobody
used cards. Now every lad is pro-
ficient in swearing and knows much of
cards. Then apprentices and young
folks kept the sabbath, and, till after
sundown, never feft theirhomesbutto
go to meeting. Now they go out on
the sabbath more than any other day
in the week. Now the barber-shops
are open, and men of fashion must
needs be shaved on the Lord's day.
They ride on horseback; they take
their pleasures in chaises and hacks.
How much better, they say, 13 this
than sitting for two hours ina church
hearinz about hell? Who would not
rather ride with a fine young woman
in a heck than hear about the devil

from Adams’s fall? lmlg interest- [
o multiplied in- |

in ] might be

deﬁinmm these pages, but enough
have already been given to show how
different is the conception of Mr. Me-

Master’s work from that of ordinary |

histories and to convince our hearers

Miscellaneous Matters.
In order to prevent their booksfrom
being stopped at the Russian frontier,

or even wholly confiscated, German
authors are now obliged to submit all
their proof sheets to the red pencil of

that the book is well worth reading | the arbitrary Russian censor.

from first to last. Beginning about
where the work of Banecroft leaves off,
it carries on the narrative of our for-
tunes well into the national period,
and has the fascination of a romance.

Railway Stations in England.- |

From *‘tnglish and American Railways,” in
Harper'sfor August.

In the management of stations the |

English and American termini are
about on a par, but their minor and
counfry station are incomparably
better managed than ours. The bar
and vefreshment counter is a promi-
nent feature of every station of note,
and has been wrought to'a degree of
importance that is wholly unknown
under similar conditions in America.
It is & great convenience to travelers,
and conduces to much drinking, and
to eating that is of a character quite
as favorable to dyspepsia as anything
known in America.

The country stations look for the
most part like comfortable homes of
invored and stalwartstation-masters.
There is generally some space about
them that can be used as a garden,
and this, however small, is frequently
kept gay with flowers. Two of the |
great companies offer rewards for the
best-kept stations and signal-boxes,
and on these lines flowery stations are
naturally most common, but on the
oiaer lines youmay oftensee attempts
to get rid of the inherent hideonsness
that ciings to a railway. The usual
garden is a narrow strip bLetween the
platform for passengzers and the in.
closing railing. It is enacted by Par- |
linment that no post, rail orotherob. |
stacle shall come nearver than six feet
from the edze of the platlorin, and this
majies it necessary to inclose guite a
wide space. Bebween the six feet of
platform and the fence is the
station-master's garden. The flowers
that he grows differ according to
the eoil of the district. In a
rich clay be will have standard rose-
trees as the principal feature;in a
warm, light soil his strong point may
be the chrysanthemums tied back '
against the palings. But as his object
is to have plenty of color all the year
round, you will generally find that the
main part of the border is filled with
fresh plants in each season, such as
the gardener uses for his  spring and
summer beds. In the spring there are |
double daises, red and white, that |
blossom from February till June, blue
forgen-me-nots (Myosotis dtssitiflora) |
that keeps gay almost as long, pan-
sies, waﬁ}-liowem and the yellow alys-
sum and white iberis—hardy crucifer-
ous plants that grow in big clumps
against the edging of tile or ornamen-
tal stone, breaking the stiffiness of the
line, and bringing & mass of flowers in
early spring. In May or early June,
when all danger of frost is over, he
will plant geraniums, calceolarias lo-!
belias and such like tender peren-
nials, and his sweet peas, convol-
vuli, nemophila, and other annuals
will come into blossom. But the gay- |
est time of allis in late summer and
early autumn, for then his garden is
full of dahlias, nasturtiums trained up
the fence, China  asters, marigolds
(French and African), phloxes, and all
the gandy flowers that comeinto blos- |
som after the kindly influence of a few
warm months. These and many oth-
er plants are to be found in most of
the gardens; but as all gardening that
is done lovingly shows individuality,
yvou will notice as you travel thateach
station has some particular flower by
which you can remember it—the roses
at Halton Junction, the dahlias at
Mileote. There has been nothingmore |
welcome in Americanrailroad manage- '
ment than the imitation of our Eng-'
lish brethren in their treatment of
their stations, and nothingis rezarded |
with a more lively or sympathetic in-
terest than the horticultural ambitions
and strugeles of the station-masterson
some of our leading lines.

Snake Story.

“T1 tell you a sight I saw in Hin-
doostan,” said a truthful traveler. “It
sounds wild, but it’s as true as that I
exist. The railroad from Bombay to
Calcutta is only second in length to
that crossing the American continent, '
and stretches in a line across a level

lain 2,200 miles long. The train

ands are all Englishmen. One day 1
was riding on the engine when far
ahead there seemed something on the
track like low, brown, undulating
waves. The engineer looked throu
his field glass and said it was snakes.
This was their migrating and breed-
ing season, when they were peculiarly
vicious. He had seen them twice in
fifteen years out there. They were the
cobra de capella, a poisonous reptile
that opens its mouth 2 1-2 inches,
when excited. They are four or five
feet long when full grown. Downetheit
side is a folded fin that projects hall
an inch when thef are angry. We
were running 25 miles an hour, and
raised the speed to 40 and dashed in-
tothe mass. They were crawling four
or five feet deep on each other, and
covered the track for half a mile..
Ugh! It sickens me yet when I recall
their crunching under the wheels. We
ran over them in patches for an hour,
The wheels pot so covered with grease
and blood they slid along therails, and
we just had to stop inaclear placeand
wait for those ahead to pass. They
clogged the wheels, and pretty soon
began crawling up the train. We had
to shut ourselves into theengine room
and wait for them tocrawl off. Not a
brakeman or passenger dared stir.
And there we waited four hours.
When I say there must have been a
million it is with no idea how many
there were.”

An English mastiff, the largest dog
of the kind ever exhibited, sold pot
long ago for the sum of $1,500. !

Nathaniel Ropes, one of Cincinnati's
piloneer merchants and manufacturers,
g-ho was anative of Salem, in this
State, died a few days ago in his nine-
ty-second year. He went to Ohio in
1819 and settled on a farm, besides
conducting business for Boston capita-
listg. Omne of his sons is living at the
old homestead in Salem.

Trow's Directory of New York City
for the present year contains the
names and addresses of 310,746 per-

sons—and inc_rea-se of 10,717 overlast
year. The ga'n of population is esti-
mated at not less than 50,000 per an-

 num, and the population of the city is

not far either way from 1,500,000.

Men about to be hanged almost in-
variably eat a hearty breakfast on the

i last morning, and those who use to.

baceo always top off with afinalcigar.
A Philadelphia reporter, whose ex-
perience embraces 21 executions, has
observed that the doomed men are al-
ways careful about their attire, and
F}m«iaily anxious about being well
shaved.

The son of a naturalized citizen who
came to this country with his father
before he was of nze becomes a citizen
with all the privileges of a naturalized
citizen when he reaches the nge of 21
years, andwithout any legal process
or form. His father’s citizenship con-
fers the privileze upon tle son under
these civcumstances when he becomes
of age.

Alluding to the late Chicago news-
paper, “Enterprise,” the Philadelphia
Bulletin says that “it is true that
Ameriean journalism is developing the
most dangerous kind of ‘enterprise;’
that its.calling is being dearaded; and
that the papers thrive as common
carriers for vicions gossip. But the
patrons of such stull are primarily to
blame. While so many of our reform-

' ers are busy pursuing the press, it is

high time that some one should try a
hand at purifying the publie.”

Another sgandal, and a very ugly one
it is, is the latest Washington society
sensntion. A very showy marriage; a
much talked & belle, niece of Gen. Sher-
man, who gnvethe brideaway, hasap-
plied for a divoree from her husband,
agay youngman. The man ofthe world
files counter charges—if the tenth either
alleges is true, society hasplenty to go
on in the way ofgossip. Maidenname,
Mary Francis Hoyt. Manoftheworld,
James R, Raymond.

The great bridge across the Frith of
Forth, Scotland, now been in
course of construction for two years
and a half, and the most difficult
part of the undertaking has been ac-
complished, that of building the piers.
These are of granite, and extend as
much as 48 feet below the bed of the
river and 90 feet below high water.
They will be earried up 160 feet hizher
before the bridge iscompleted. Allbut
one of these are either completed or
are making good progress. The bridge
when completed (five years hence, ac-
cording to the estimate,) will be over
a mile and a half long (8,091 feet), and
its two main spans will be 1,710 feet
each. The height of the rails above
high water will be 150 feet. The esti-
mated cost of the bridge is $8,000,-
G00. Two thousand men are employ-
ed in its construction.

has

How Cadets Keep Their Trousers
Clean.

Tn its account of the exhibition evo-
lutions of the West Point embryo offi-
cers, the New York Times says: It is
a constant source of wonder to civil-

| 1ans here how the cadets manage to

koep their starched leg-gearso spotless-
ly clean. A eadet comes out to guard
mount, runs around the barracks for
an hour or two, sits on dusty benches,
and then walks into the recitation-
room with his white trousers as free
from dirt and creases as though they
had just ecome from the ironing-board.
“Why,” said onelady recently, as she
saw the cadets marching to dinner,
*my boy wouldn’t be fit to be seen
after he had worn such trousers five
minutes.”’ As it is a punishable of-
fense to wear dirty trousers, theecadets
are somewhat careful, and each one
changes four or five times a day if
necessary. Three }mira a day is con-
sidered economical. Every cadet has
anywhere from thirty to fifty pairs of
white trousers, and he is allowed
fourteen pairs in each week’s wash.
The cadet adjutant, who is called
upon at times to make a little
more display of himself than his
comrades in the ranks, is permitted to
send eighteen pairs to the washerwom-
an every week, and he doesn’t have to
worry about the wash-bill either.
There is a curious etiquette amongthe
cadets as to the disposal of their white
trousers when they l[:::we theacademy.
If a young man is at all popular, some
of his comrades bequeath him their
trousers as a token of respect and re-
membrance. Theshortestcadetinthe
graduating class has an acenmulation
of one hundred and twenty pairswhich
have come io him in this way, and he
has to hang them all up in his room.
As the trousers seldom wear out, ex-
cept at the bottom of the legs, they
are sent to the commissary’s depart-
ment to be treated after a fashioncus-
tomary in families wheregrowingbo
overbalance a limited income.: The
littlest fellow in the corps at pgesent
is Jose Victor Zavala from Guavemala,
who is very popular for his patience
and his nliarities. As a mark of
their regard, the entire first class are
talking of giving him their white trous-
ers next week. Should they really do
50, the little South American will have
to find pegs for nearly one thouwsand
pairs of trousers.
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